88                          SHOR! STORIES
It  was usual  for the ascetic to look at the
beauty of the world and try to imagine the far
greater beauty of God, of which this beauty is a
shadow.    Did  he by   any   chance   follow  this
process,  and having seen  part of the woman's
form, did he try to imagine the rest of her ?   Or
was his mind set on edge by the effort he had
made in the afternoon in correcting Vyasa's verse,
despising the beauty of feminine form ?   What-
ever the fact was, the touch of the  woman's cool
and soft fingers on his feet sent a thrill through
him.    Was it pleasant or unpleasant?    The fact
is, woman's fingers had never touched his feet in
this way after he had left his home as a boy.
As the woman got up after doing him reve-
rence, the ascetic called to a disciple within to
come with a light. He was astonished at the
queer response that his body had given to this
woman's touch. The disciple brought a light.
Seeing the woman in the light so brought, the
ascetic felt sensations to which he had been an
utter stranger.
The woman seemed to be a piece of light-
ning in the dark space against which she was
standing. Like a traveller who looks at a dark
cloud of Ashadha and wonders at its colour and
is startled while looking at it by a sudden streak